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HUMBLY INSCRIBED 


To THE * 
5 


HONOURABLE MAGISTRATES, 


AND THE 


REVEREND MINISTERS 


OF GLASGOW. 


Movcn gratitude is due for favours paſt, 
And gratitude ſhall live while time doth laſt, 
Accept the tribute of a humble Muſe; 

A ſingle mite you never can refuſe: | 
But I ſhould here give o'er, and ceaſe my lays; 
My benefactors are above my praiſe. 

A bold attempt, in ſuch a theme to launch; 
*Tis not in me their merit to advance. 

A bankrupt even in thanks, tho* much I owe, 
A grateful heart is all I can beſtow. 

A 


- Thereſore I wiſh that peace may ſtill 
Within thy walls remain, 
And ever may thy palaces, 
Proſperity retain. PSALM cxxii. 7. 


Rus and Paſtors firſt my lines ſhall grace, 
The firſt in honour, as the firſt in place; 
The firſt in regulation of the laws, | 

Firſt to maintain the helpleſs orphan's cauſe. 
Vice they ſuppreſs, the lawleſs they controul; 


Guards of our rights, and guardians of our ſouls, 
They nobly aim to make all difcord ceafe, 

And (till hold forth the olive-branch of peace. 
Reſpected in the gates, long may they ſtand, 
And lead with gentle ſway a willing land. 
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HUMBLY INSCRIBED 
* 


ALL FRIENDS. 


HI, 


To all my Friends, to ev'ry Friend I bow, 
For ev'ry benefit beſtowed by you. 

A ſtranger I, to ev'ry rule of art, 

But all I fay comes genuine from the heart. 

In all my friends, in ev'ry friend I find, 
Goodneſs of heart, benevolence of mind ; 

Happy, to give true emblem this of Heav'n, 

The gift is doubled that is kindly giv'n. 

Their acts of kindneſs ſhow a friendly zeal, 
They never wound, but always ſtrive to heal. 
The joy of doing good their only end, 

May they ne'er need, yet always have a friend. 
Such characters as theſe we muſt revere, 

The good they do is with a mind ſincere; 
With ſingleneſs of heart, of virtue born, 

The left-hand knows not what the right performs, 
The trumpet they forbid to ſound their fame, 
And, tho? I know them, dare not tell their names. 
"I oY 


CE” 
My youngeſt female friends, I now addreſs : 
I wiſh you all good luck and happineſs, 
And may a friend ſtill guard your youthful days, 
And guide you ſafe through fortune's various ways. 


Few know what ſteps ſhall tend to good or ill, 
Till the event doth ſhow what Heav'n doth will ; 
May ye rejoice, thro? every ſtage of life, 

Each make her lover happy in a wife. 


1 E M 


TAKEN FROM THE 


BOOK QF.RUTH.: 


. 


THE AR GUM E M T, 


Elemelech with his family, is driven by famine into Moab: 
J —Elemelech dier; — Hit ſons marry wives of the daugh- 
' ters of Moab. 


DISTRESSES OCCASIONED BY FAMINE, 
I, 


Ix antient times, in Iſrael, 
When Judges rul'd the land, 

A famine came for chaſtiſement, 
By Heaven's ſupreme command, 
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2. 


A certain man of Ephratha, 
Of Beth'lem Juda born, 


From wealth, was ſunk to low eſtate, 


And helpleſs and forlorn. 
3. 
Two ſons he had, in infancy, 
The comfort of his life; 
But cruel famine ſhifts the ſcene, 
And ſets his thoughts at ſtrife. 
4. 
A huſband pjnes, with anxious care, 
To ſee his mournful wife, 
And.infant children, cry for bread, 
For bread the ſtaff of life. 


5. 


And miſt we die, the father cries, 


Or from our land be driven; 
Self preſervation certainly 
Is ſtill approv'd of Heaven. 
6. 


No longer here, Pl nouriſh woe, 


Or hear my children cry: 
O heavy ſtroke of fortune! I 
Cannot their wants ſupply. 
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| 7. 

The hand of God lies heavy here, 
Who can his pow'r withſtand? 
Perhaps the Lord will give us bread, 

When in a diſtant land. 
| 8. 
Then, this reſolv'd, they left their home, 
Yet could not ceaſe to mourn, 
But hop'd that better days would come, 
And they might yet return. 
9. 
But ELEMELECH ſoon did die; 
Such was the will of Heav'n: 
One conſolation yet remain'd, 
Two ſons the Lord had giv'n. 
10. | 
And virtue's to no place confin'd, 
Nor any ſpot of ground; 
For, ev'n in Moab's heathen land 
Two faithful wives they found. 
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PART . 
HE ARGUMENT. 


Naomi s two ſons die—Naomi returning homeward diſuad- 
eth her two daughters-in-law from going with her. 
Orpha leaves her, and returns home. 


When warm affections bind each kindred heart, 
In friendſ{bip's bands, how hard it is to part! 


1. 


IViltoonronns ſeldom ſingle come, 
They're often multiply'd: 
Tears had not left Naomi's cheeks 
When both her children died. ; 
2, 


Three widows now are helpleſs left, 
And void of all relief; 

Each one the other does lament, 
With ſympathetic grief. 


| Jo 
Then thus Naomi, her diſtreſs, 
Bewail'd with many a tear; 


( um ) 
»Twas want that drove me from my home, 
And want purſues me here; 


And in my huſband and my ſons, 
Was all that I held dear. ; 
4. 
Misfortune, here upon my head, 
Hath emptied all her ſtore; 
7 To Judah's land I will return, 
4 And Judah's God implore. 
1 - 
In Judah's land I wiſh to ſpend, 
My few remaining years; 
The Lord now viſits them with bread, 
And dries up all their tears. 
6. 

She and her daughters then aroſe, 
The daughters with the mother: 
For ſacred friendſhip's laſting bands 

Had knit them all together. 
7. 
Where ſhe reſides, they ſtill reſide, 
And where ſhe moves they move; 
For ſacred friendſhip held them faſt, 
Within the bands of love. 
B 


( 12 ) 
; 8. 
Naout, now upon the way 
That led to Judah's land, | 
Did both her daughters thus addreſs, 
And took them by the hand. 
9. | | 
My daughters, you and I muſt part, 
Homeward you mult return; 
What can you gain to follow me, 
But hear Naow1 mourn? 
10. 
Return, each to her mother's houſe, 
It is moſt proper now; 
As you dealt kindly with the dead, 
So let it be with you. 
11. 
The Lord of heav'n, in mercy grant 
This kindneſs unto you, 
That each of you a reſt may find 
With huſbands good and true. 
12. 

And for your tender care of me, 
And them whoſe days are paſt, 
May peace and happineſs be yours 

While time itſelf ſhall laſt, 
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13. 
She kiſs'd them then, and took farewel; 
With grief they were {truck dumb: 
Their mingl'd tears together flow, 
But ſilent were their tongues. 
; "EE 
At length, to her they made reply, 
With thee we mean to go, 
Amongſt thy kindred to reſide, 
Then do not thou ſay no. 
I 5, 
Then ſpoke Naomi, full of grief; 
Her heart was ſtill the ſame; 
No ſons I ever now ſhall have 
To bear your huſband's name, 
16. ; 
And for your ſakes, more than my own, 
With grief I'm fore opprels'd, 
That I am brought ſo low, that I 
| Have now no place of reſt. 
17. 
For me, alas! no home remains, 
Unleſs I meet a friend, 
| That will ſhew kindneſs unto me, 


For what I once have been. 
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Or, when I'm ſtretch'd upon the beir, 
When it ſhall be too late, 
Some friend at laſt of me may hear, 
And mourn NAOui's fate. - 
19. 
Then, O my daughters! turn again 
Unto your native home; 
For ſoon the period will arrive, 
That PI be dead and gone. 
20. 
They lift their voice and wept againz 
Naom1 in her turn; 
Then Oxena kiſs'd her, took her leave, 
And homeward did return. 
21. 
But RoTH in conſtancy excell'd, 
More warm with friendſhip's fire; 
And far above the daughters of 
Her country did aſpire. 
22. 


Perhaps her huſband's lateſt breath 


In dying accents giv'n, 
Had taught her, that no God was true, 
But God, the God of Heav'n. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


Ruth, with great conſtancy, accompanieth her mother-in-law. 


FiL1iaL PiETY EXEMPLIFIED IN THE CONDUCT OFRUTH, 


1. 


Movxxrul. Naout, on the road, 
Was left alone, with Rur, 


And earneſtly her ſuit renew'd, 
And prov'd her conſtant truth. 
2. 
Turn, with thy ſiſter, to the land 
From whence thou took'ſt thy birth ; 
Let me indulge my grief alone, 
A mourner on the earth. 
| 3. 
The worſhip of her native land, 
Thy ſiſter will enjoy; 
No huſband this will countermand, 
Oppoſe, or it deſtroy, 
4 | 
But Rur, with ſteady mind, was fix'd 
To follow her ſhe lov'd ; 
Naom, ſtill entreats in vain, 


RuTH was noted be mov'd. 


Entreat me not from thee to go, 
Or from thee to depart ; 
For nought ſhall ſep'rate thee and me, 
But death, that breaks the heart. 
6. 


I'll labour for myſelf and thee, 
Thou ſhalt not need to grudge 
And where thou goeſt, I will go, 
And where thou lodgeſt, lodge : 
Thy people ſhall be mine—thy God 
Shall be my God, and Judge, 
7·˙ 
The God of Ifrael I will truſt, 
While life to me is giv'n; 
For ev'ry bleſſing here below. 
And after death, for heav'n. 
8. 
Then do not thou diſtreſs thine heart, 
Or give thyſelf to woe; 
The Lord may have in ſtore for us, 
What's not for us to know. 
9. 
The chearful ſoul affliction's face, 
Doth cover with a ſmile; 
The mind that's ſad, does our weak hearts 


Of ev'ry joy beguile. 
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10. 
Should poverty be ſtill thy lot, 
That lot I will endure, 
And welcome, from the hand of Heav'n, 
Thoſe ills I cannot cure. 
11. 
It never ſhall be ſaid of Rurir, 
She left thee in diſtreſs ; 
P11 ſhare the ſorrows of thy heart, 
Or help to make them leſs. 
| 12. 
No future ſtory e'er ſhall tell, 
That Rur returned home, 
And left Naomi, in old age, 
Defenceleſs and alone. 
e 5 3. | 
| And when the time arrives thou muſt 
The debt of nature pay, 
Then, decently I will inter 
Thy cold and breathleſs clay. 


14. 
And when that nature fails in me, 
And God ſhall call me home, 
The laſt requeſt I make ſhall be 


To lay me in thy tomb. 
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15. 
Naomi ceas'd. They reach'd the gates, 
The gates ſhe knew of old; 
The Genius of antient times 
Stood up, and truths foretold. 


OBSERVATION. 
1. 


Tnov, Rur, wert guided, tho' unſeen, 
Still by a hand divine; 
No other race in all the world 
Shall ever vie with thine. 
2. 
The King of Iſrael ſoon ſhall come vn 
From thy exalted line; 
And, wonderful! from him ſhall ſpring 
The SACRED, the Divine, 


" W- 3 
IV. 


Ox a YOUNG LADY wHo PROFERED HER 
SERVICE IN 'SOMRTHING VERY MATERIAL, 


Miss ARABELLA's ever kind, 


So ſweet and gentle is her mind; 
But how can ſhe be any other, 
She's like her father and her mother. 
3 V. 
þ ON RECEIVING A PRESENT FROM SOME LADIES 
J "IN | 
1 BEFORE CHRISTMAS, 


To all my friends, I bear a grateful mind, 
1 find in ev'ry one, a friend that's kind; - 
Jo do me good, you all in one agree, 


I bleſs you all, for all are kind to me. 


* And many happy years may ye lee out, 

? To cheer the hearts of all that dwell about; 

And make them blyth, and gay, and heal, and ſtout, 
And make them live until their time be out. 
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VI. 


To a FAMILY on CHRISTMAS DAY. 


A Merry Chriſtmas, and good cheer, 
With joy and mirth begin the year; 
And many years may ye ſee out, 

And ca' the bicker ſtill about. 


Miſs ETHELINDA views her gueſts, 

And bids them welcome to the feaſt ; 
With dignity, ſhe takes her place, 

Helps ev'ry ſtranger with a grace. 

To ſpeak her praiſe would take another, 
She's very like her honour'd mother. 


Next her, the painted hall doth grace, 
A lady with a matron's face, 

She in her houſe, as Queen, doth reign, 
And ſtill inſtructs her infant train. 


May peace and love attend you ſtill, 
And charity, that thinks no ill: 

And if detraction ſhould ſtand by, 
You'll give her ſerpent tongue the lie. 


( 21 ) 
But ſtop, my Muſe, go not aſtray, 
Detraction never treads that way 
For ev'ry thing is there that's noble, 
And goodneſs like AMELIA —— 


5 
( 22 } 
VII. 
Uron THE FLicuT or A rxvourITE OWL. 


Ir happen'd once, upon a day, 
A Lady's pet flew far away, 
From a fine houſe, as bright as day, 
To ſeek a gloomy dwelling. 
To thickeſt woods, as dark as night, 
Where neither coal nor candle light, 
Nor Ladies with their eyes ſo bright, 
Would ſet his pipe a yelling. 
But Robin Red-breaſt, he comes in, 
When Winter's froſts and ſnows begin, 
Says, © Ladies, pleaſe to let me in, 
To warm me by your fire. 
Your hoſpitable care I claim ; 
The helpleſs you do oft maintain : 
I only aſk a little grain, 
f It's all that I require. 
Let Owls in ſolitude ſeek reſt, 
To me good company is beſt; 
None ever was with want oppreſs'd, 
When under your protection. 
The Ladies ſmiPd, to ſee their gueſt, 
And kindly thus the bird addreſs'd, 
We'll ſkreen you till the Winter's paſt, 
And warm you in our dwelling, 
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With bounteous hand we will maintain, 
And keep you from the wind and rain, 
That cheerful here you may remain, p 
And let the wind be bell'wing. 
Then, Robin Red-breaſt made a bow, 
Ladies, 'z thoufand thanks to you, 
Your kindneſs you ſhall never rue, 
In granting my deſire. 
May Providence keep you from harm, 
And fill your ſtack- yard and your barn, 
And ſhield you ſafely from the ſtorm, 
And warm you in a caul' day. 
And when ye walk among your trees, 
The ground that's damp Pl ſpread with leaves, 
And ſpare the flow'rs to feed your bees, 
That ye may Mill have honey. 

And lang may ye livè at your eaſe, 

And. ne'er knew want of money. 
The ſun did ſhine, he took his leave, 
And many a bow and glance did give; 
Then gallantly his wings did wave, 
* Good morrow to you, Ladies.“ 
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VIII. 


ON A younc LAD VS RETURNING FROM A 
Bo AR DING- School. 


Canna, homeward does return, 
With education grac'd; 

Each virtue, that her ſoul adorns, 
Is finiſh'd off with taſte. 


She rais'd our hopes, and promis'd well, 
Ev'n in the dawn of life; 

And now, if men have any taſte, 

- She'll ſoon be made a wife. 


If ſhe ſhould pleaſe to condeſcend 
To make one bleſt for life; 

A daughter, well brought up, will make 
An amiable wife, 
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ON BEING DESIRED TO MAKE A PoEM ON A FAMILY 


THAT ONCE RESIDED IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF 


GLascow. 


War ſhall I do? for me it ſuits not well, 
In verſe, the language of my heart to tell; 

Tho' happy here, cannot reſtrain my tears, 

When I remember days of other years; 

Tho' happy at this time, and in this place, 

Yet all my paſt enjoyments I can trace. 


The many happy days I ſpent with you, 

They now are gone, and never can return; 

And when remembrance calls paſt ſcenes to view, 
Tho? happy here, I cannot help to mourn, 


Still may kind Heav'n its choiceſt influence ſhow'r 
Upon your ſerious hours, or hours of mirth ; 

In ev'ry virtue may you happy be, 

And bleſs the honour'd Dame who gave you birth. 


One ſon is left, to bleſs theſe happy plains, 
And for to ſweeten all the joys of life, 

A numerous offspring in his houſe remains; 
A virtuous Lady, and a loving wife. 
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X. 


And ſome delight to flander; 
And ſome delight to play at cards, 
Their money for to ſquander. 


But they, who would their blood reſine, 
any amber, 


As pure 
Down by the ſhore they paſs their time, 
And look for young Leander. 


When hand in hand, at bathing time, 


To clifts of rocks they wander, 
Each ſprings a goddeſs from the ſea, 
Still charming each by - ſtander. 


To ro YOUNG LADIES ar THz SALTWATER. 


„ a „ „ * 
* 


Jour ſeek the ſun, and fome the ſhade, - * 
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ON RECEIVING AN INVITATION FROM A LADY ro G0 
To HER HousE ON A SABBATH EVENING. 
DECEMBER 1777. 


Thar God may ever bleſs our ſocial dome, 
Go to the houſe of her that dwells alone ; 

Go, bid her welcome here at my deſire, 

Sit at our table, warm her by our fire, 

And ſhare the prayers of your reverend fire. 
With willing feet, the child did haſte away, 
All ſuch commands ſhe did with joy obey. 
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xl. 
$5: ON A LADY. | 3 


Thoughtleſs of beauty, ſhe was beauty's ſeH. TuoMs0N. 


Tur ſweet, the young Lavinia, ſcarce fifteen, 
Appear'd the faireſt nymph on all the green ; 
Amongſt the ſwains, a gentle youth there came, 
Ile bow'd to her, Alcander was his name. 


He, of an ample fortune, was the heir ; 

The lovely young Lavinia, wiſe as fair, 

All friends agreed, all to his choice gave way, 
And Love and Hymen met, and bleſt the day. 


In his eſteem, were all her wiſhes crown'd 
In good Lavinia ev'ry bliſs he found; 
Hope uther'd in each year, with ſmiling ray: 


And now a beauteous oftspring round them play. 


T” inſtruct them well was ſtill her daily care, 


'T inform their minds, and make them wiſe as fair; 
Each thought to virtue turn'd, each ſenſe refin'd, 


And watch'd the early dawnings of their minds. 


0 0 29 ) 
But God, whoſe trials none ſhould deem ſevere, 
Now tries her virtue in another ſphere ; 


By want of health, ſhe's now, alas! confin'd, 
Yet ſtill ſhe ſhines, meek; patient, and reſign'd. 


Improves each talent that the Lord hath giv'n, _. 


And acquieſces in the will of Heav'n; 
. Calmly reſign'd, and from her ample ſtore, _ 
Lays treaſure up, where time ſhall be no more. 
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XIII. 
PSALM XXII. 


| Tur Lord, my Shepherd and my God, 
Shall all my wants ſupply; 
He leads me to the ſmootheſt ſtream, 
And in the paſtures that are green, 
He makes me down to he, 


When ſunk in ſorrow, for my ſin, 
My ſoul he doth reſtore; 

For his name's ſake, from my diſtreſs, 

And in the paths of righteouſneſs, 

1 He leads me evermore. 


When ſhielded by thy rod, 


| 

| 

| 

| | Through death's dark valley though I walk, 
| 

| No evil I can have to fear, 


| No dread I have of danger near, 


Supported by my God. 


My table is with plenty crown'd, 
In preſence of my foes ; 
The oil of joy anoints my head, 
For me the choiceſt vine doth bleed, 


| And my cup overflows. 


C :31 )) 
I, in the houſe of God the Lord, 
Shall dwell and ever be; 
Goodneſs and mercy, more or leſs, 


To heighten j joy or ſooth diſtreſs, 
Shall e follow me. 
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XIV. 


E 
liv. 1ſt to 8th verſe. 


Xs. O! my ſervant, Jacob, hear, 
Iſrael, my choſen one, 

Thus faith the Lord, that did create, 
And form'd thee from the womb. 


Which will thee help in time of need, 
Be not with fear diſtreſs'd; 

For thou Jeſurun I have choſen, 
And I will give thee reſt. 


Refreſhing waters I will pour, 
Upon the thirſty ground; 

The influence of my Spirit will 
Amongſt thy ſeed be found; 

And thy deſcending offspring ſhall, 
With bleſſings flouriſh round, 


They ſhall ſpring up, as willows grow, 
Faſt by the water's courſe; 

As in a ſoil well watered, they 
Shall ſpring among the graſs, 


C383 23 
And one ſhall ſay, I am the Lord's: 
Another one ſhall call 
Himſelf, by Jacob's mighty God, 
The God of Iſrael. | 


Thus 4 King, the Lord of Hoſts, 
Ifrael's Redeemer's he, 

I am the firſt, I am the laſt, 
There is no God but me. 


And who, as L ſhall call, and ſhall 
Declare it, who is he? 
Who is it ſhall in order ſet, 


The appointed times for me? 


I was, and I am ſtill, the ſame. 
Even ſince my high decree, 
The antient people did appoint, 
Which favour'd were by me. 


Things paſt, and preſent, and to come, 
Were all ordain'd by me: 

I rul'd the world in antient times, 
And ſet my people free. 


( 
Fear not, my peaple never found 


A change at all in me, 
Ve, who my care did ſafe preſerve, 
Are witneſſes to me. 


No power can do my people harm, 
Protected ſtill by me, 

I am, and there is none beſides, 
No God can ſave but me. 


XV. 


To a Laby ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT, 


i greateſt bleſſings in difguiſe are given, 
Weep not, thine infant's gone ſo ſoon to heaven, 
Safely ſecluded from the dangerous road, 

Where no temptation takes the ſoul from God. 


a ihe. 


XVI. 


SPOKEN EXTEMPORE, AFTER SEEING A GENTLEMAN's 


FUNERAL PASS. 


Ax only ſon, an only child was given, 

To aid his parents, as the gift of Heav'n. 

All gracious Heav'n! to mortals ever kind, 
Did lend him, here a while to bleſs mankind. 


Gentle his manner, deep his healing art; 
And while he cur'd the body ſooth'd the heart. 


I ſaw the bier! I ſaw the mournful throng! 
Slow moving, ſilent as they paſs'd along. 

No breath of wind diſturb'd the air ſerene, 
No cloud from Heaven o'ercaſt the ſolemn ſcene. 
But clouds of ſorrow darken'd every eye, 
Tears waſh'd the cheeks of every ſtander by. 


E 


(36 ) 


XVIL 


To THE MEMORY OF A Younc LADY, wHo DIED IN 


THE ELEVENTH YEAR OF HER AGE. 


All ye who mourn 


The loſs of friends that's dear, 
The mournſul ſcene that is exhibit here, 


Bids envy ceaſe, and pity drop a tear. 


To you, whoſe hearts can feel when others mourn, 
| This is addreſs'd, it ſoon may be your turn; 

1 Their caſe to day, to-morrow may be your's, 

The cleareſt ſun oft ſets in clouds and ſhowers. 


| A tender mother reared a darling child, 
Joy of her friends, and all the country's pride; 
Her perſon graceful, her complexion fair, 


An antient Baronet's apparent heir. 


Her comely face diſplay'd a lively bloom, 

Which promis'd health, and many years to come; 
T' inform her mind, and make her wiſe as fair, 
Was ſtill her honour'd mother's conſtant care. 


CW 
For her, to Heav'n, ſhe ſtill addreſs'd her prayer, 
That it might always keep her in its care; 

That ſhe, in ev'ry ſtage of life, might ſhine, 

And ſee her race, a long and proſp'rous line. 


Her aunt and mother ſaw, with glad ſurpriſe, 
Inherent virtues near perfection riſe : 


Their hopes were rais'd, their expectations high; 
But ſoon, alas! their expectations fly. 


How fleeting are our pleaſures, here below? 
A ſtream of joy, now turns a tide of woe. 


From bloom of health, this darling child is ſeiz'd, 
Laid on her bed and pain'd with ſore diſeaſe ; 

If human aid could cure, that aid was giv'n; 

But who can alter the decree of Heav'n. 


How calm and patient in diſtreſs ſhe lay; 

In all her trouble never ceas'd to pray : 

Th' aflited mother ſends her ſighs to Heav'n, 
Reſtore my child, and all I wiſh is giv'n. 


If this requeſt's deny'd, O! help me ſtill, 
To be reſign'd unto thy heavenly will; 


E 2 


( 38 ) 


Heav'n, oft in mercy, does our wiſh deny, 
Our ſureſt hope is fix'd above the ſky. 


The child was quite reſign'd; to die was gain, 
Her prayer was not for life, but eaſe from pain : 
Her prayer was not unheard, her wiſh was given; 
Her bleſſed Saviour takes her home to heaven. 


In youth and innocence, the child ſhe dies, 
And angels waft her ſpirit to the ſkies. 


. 


XVII. -, 
To THz MEMORY or a Younc LADY, wo nmitb 


IN THE rn YEAR OP un OW 
J. 12 1 f 


1 the devourer of the human race, 
From earth remov'd her to a heavenly place; 


Her manners gentle, and her thoughts refin'd, 


Such goodneſs never was for earth defign'd. 


Her head ſhe would not on her pillow lay, 
Till with her evening hymn ſhe clos'd the day: 
She ſpoke, and aw'd to ſilence, all were dumb, 


+ 


Who would not liſten when an angel ſung. 


Sweet as the ſtrains that die along the vale, 
When the ſtill evening draws her curtain pale. 
Thrice happy child ! to thee this bleſs was given, 
With thy laſt breath to ſing the praiſe of Heav'n. 


As if enraptur'd, near the verge of day, 
Rejoic'd in proſpect of the morning ray. 


Religion then diſplays her heav'nly face, 

To calm the mind, and every doubt controul; 
She comes, adorn'd with each ſuperior grace, 
Array'd in charms to ſooth the mother's ſoul, 


(4 ) 


XIX. 
C ASS AN DER any EMMA. 
A 


MODERN TALE 


F. A NET J. 


Ox E Summer's evening, when the ſun 
Was ſhining clear and fair, 

J wander'd forth near by the ſea, 
For health, to take the air. 


Not diſtant far a ſtranger ſat, 
In mourning weeds array'd; 

Her little offspring, round ber knee, 
They innocently play'd. 


j | Her beauteous face o*ercaſt with grief, 
1 Her heart did plainly ſhow ; 


| 
| 
| The garb the wore could not be calbd 
0 | | The mockery of woe. 


( 41 ) 
Then from a rock, whereon ſhe ſat, 
She roſe, and, moving flow, 
Eſſay' d to ſpeak; and as ſhe ſpoke, 
Her tears began to flow. 


Thou power above, who rul'ſt below, 
Alone can't give relief; 

Forgive a faithful widow's woe, 
Who ſpeaks to eaſe her grief. 


With ſympathy my heart was touch'd, 
To ſee her ſo diſtreſt. 

I felt for her; and in concern, 
Theſe words to her addreſt. 


O! Madam, moderate your grief, 
Such is the lot of man, 


One dies, another's left to grieve, 
Since ever life began. 


Your beauteous offspring round you, they 
Demand your ſpecial care ; 

O! give not all your heart to grief, 
But leave for joy a ſhare. 


r 
Then, thus the Lady, ſuch concern 
Is kind from one unknown; 

To tell the ſtory of my woes, 
Would tedious be and long. 


But, as you ſeem to be a friend, 
That feels for my diſtreſs; 

To utter grief relieves the mind, 
And helps to make it leſs. 


Far from my country, and my friends, 
A ſtranger here I came; 

True to my huſband and my king, 
I left my native land, 


In Boſton, did my father dwell, 
A man of wealth and power; 
The fourth of all he had was mine, 
His children they were four. 


My parents lived in happy times, 
Our land did peace enjoy, 


Before the days of diſcontent 
Did every bliſs deſtroy. 


1 
J was about my fifteenth year, 
When brave Caſſander came, 


Unto our country (fam'd in arms) 
To fight the rebel band. 


In rank, a captain; but in valour, 
He was chief of thoſe, 

Who, true to Britain's lawful king, 
Repell'd his ſpiteful foes. 


From Scotia's hills, in queſt of fame, 
To fields of war he came, 

A volunteer, to ſerve his king, 
And as a ſingle man. 


To toils inur'd, even from his youth, 
In great atchievements bold, 

Such were his fathers; ſuch their deeds, 
Were in the times of old. 


When Romans tried, but tried in vain, 
Theſe mountains for to gain, 
His fathers fought, and made them fly, 
And turn and croſs the main. 
F 


('44 ) 
He, for the good of Britain's king, 
To be a ſoldier choſe, 


And, by the valour of his deeds, 


He ſtill progreſſive roſe. 


"Twas at that ſad, that dreadful time! 
When fatal ſtrife aroſe, 

When Britain's brethren, and her friends, 
Did turn Britannia's foes. 


Inteſtine war is ſure the worſt, 
The worſt of human ills, 

When friends in battle, friends oppoſe, 
And brothers—brothers kill. 


America ſhook off the yoke, 
And rear'd her ſtandard high; 
Firmly reſolv'd for liberty 


To conquer——or to die. 


The glorious cauſe of liberty, 
From band to band they cry, 
Our country we—ſhall ſee made free, 
Or we ſhall bravely die. 


( 45 ) 
O, dearly bought!——So the firſt pair, 
Forbidden things to prove, 
Broke their allegiance to their king, 
And loſt their father's love. 


C's ) 


. 


As yet, American affairs 
Did hang in doubtful ſtrife, 

And many a gallant officer 

This war depriv'd of life. 


Warriors did fight Chieſs did command, 
And ſoldiers did obey; 

But on the ſecret will of Heav'n, 
Still hung the doubtful day. 


Great feats of arms, in fields of war, 
High rais'd Caſſander's fame; 
Caſſander chus'd me for his wife, 


And was belov'd again. 


My friends, being all Americans, 
The match did highly blame, 
Yet I reſign'd my heart and hand 
To him, and took his name. 


(47 ) 
No friend of mine did contenance, 
Or grace my nuptial day; 
No friend of mine the match approv'd, 
Or gave the bride away. 


The chaplain join'd our hands, and then 
He molt devoutly pray'd; 

With decency, were all the laws 
Of England's church obey'd. 


To crown the cheerful dance and ſong, 
The band of muſic play'd;. 

The officers with all their wives, 
To us due honours paid. 


And all a face of joy did wear, 
And every one was gay, 


They join'd the dance, they join'd the ſong, 
To hail the happy day. 


But ſoon, alas! my ſun did ſet, 
I ſoon had cauſe of woe; 
Soon the brave man, in Britain's cauſe 


Was gloriouſly laid low. 


( 48 ) 
For, ſtill when honour call'd him forth, 
His ſword he did unſheath, 
And bravely fought, and as he fought, 
He dealt around him death, 


At laſt, a fatal wound he got, 
Which guſhing ſtream'd around, 
Till weak and faint, with loſs of blood, 
He ſunk upon the ground. 


No more to battle he could go, 
Rous'd by the trumpet's ſound, 

The noble feelings of his ſoul 
Were cover'd by his wounds. 


My huſband, in the power of foes, 
On miſchief bent they came; 
And took my goods, and ſpoil'd my houſe, 
And forfeited my land, 


Now ſtrip'd of all, without a friend, 
To take me by the hand; _ 

For low in duſt, they both were laid, 
From whom my lite began. 


( 49 ) 


No parent now, alas! remain'd, 
My weight of woes to ſhare; 

No father aided with his hand, 
No mother ſooth'd my care. 


My huſband was an invalid, 
Almoſt depriv'd of breath; 

The fatal wound that he receiv'd, 
Did prove a ling'ring death. 


At length to Scotland we came home, 
My huſband's native ground; 


He died within his native land, 


Died of his glorious wounds. 


In yon church yard, my huſband lies, 


For whom I mourning go; 


Who ne'er on battle turn'd his back, 
Nor ever fear'd a foe. 


There lies the gen'rous, and the brave; 
There lies the faithful friend; 

There lies the man, who bravely ſerv'd 
His country and his king. 


* 


( 50) 


America, my native land, 
: For thee I likewiſe mourn; 
For thee a ſtranger, here I ſtay, 
And never can return. 


— — — — 
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XX1. 


FoUND IN A SUMMER HOUSE, WHERE SOME LADIES 
WERE HEARD TO SAY, THEY WOULD HAVE NO 
GENTLEMEN ADMITTED WITHOUT CLEANING THEIR. 


FEET. 


ROBIN RED BREAST To Taiz LADIES. 


L ADIES, your harſh commands forbear, | 
To Gentlemen they're too ſevere, 
You muſt admit one ſtranger here, 

A harmleſs little Robin. 


A houſe ſo clean redd up and neat, 

In winter ſhall be my retreat, 

And, though I ſoil your ſummer ſeat, 
Ne'er quarrel little Robin. 


When winter cold, rains ſnow and ſleet, 
O come, and gie the houſe a heat, 
And leave ſome crumbs for me to eat, 
A helpleſs little Robin. 
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Obſequious to your. high command, 


Ar diſtance, on a tree I ſtand, 
But hope, when winter is at hand, 
| You'll have a place for Robin, 


In new fall'n ſnows, I'll waſh my feet, . 


And wait on Ladies, clean and neat, 


If you'll receive me to your ſeat, 
And feed a little Robin. 


So may your barns plenty fill, 

And birds ſing round you with good will, 

And plenty crown each vale and hill: 
Thus ſings a little Robin. 


(34 ) 
XIII. 


On a Cues being thrown into a houſe, and a poetical 

letter along with it. The letter dated from the Shades, 

. a piece of money incl 22 in it, and ſubſcribed An honeſt 
Phantom. 


To uv FRIENDS IN THE SHAD ES. 


Tur phantom gave me ſuch a fright, 
That I forgot to thank you right, 
And like a real Scottiſh Nan, 

l'm always wiſe behind the hand. 


But now, to ſet my mind at eaſe, 

I mean to thank you for my cheeſe, 
Though ſtore of money I have plenty, 
And every thing to eat that's dainty. 


Yet PII not flight what you have ſent, 

Becauſe *twas with a good intent; 

So ſtraight I to the baker haſted, 

And * a peck of good . biſcuit. 
G 2 
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And when that I ſit down to dine, 

III drink your health in Adam's wine, 
And many ghoſts may ye ſend out, 

In friendly viſits round about. 


And may ye aye have milk to yearn, 
And cream abound to fill your kirn; 
And may no witch with wylie art, 
From your good butter ſteal a part. 


Lang may ye live, to bleſs the lan', 


Sincerely wiſhes, Scottiſh Nan. 


CW 7 
XIII. 


To THREE Younc LADIES. 


Wu ſhall I ſay, when round me come 
Three Ladies blyth and canty, 

Pleaſe make a poem upon us; 

For poems you have plenty. 


O! I have but a barren muſe, 
1 My words are unco ſcanty; 
Yet to be courted ſo by you, 
It makes me wond'rous vanty. 


To pleaſe you a', would pleaſe myſell, 25 
But yet I have a fear, 
You're a' ſic critics, and fic wits, 
„ At me you'll may be ſneer. 


But if that I muſt write a verſe, * 
PI ſet it down juſt here; | 

I wiſhye a' may married be 
Before the next new year. 


( 56 ) 


XXIII. 


Uyon THE CHARMS OF BATHING IN THE 834. 
ADDRESSED TO SOME LADIES GOING TO THE SALT 


WATER, 


Tur time of bathing now is come, 
And loud the chaiſes rattle; 
Baith young and auld are gaun, three-fauld; 
To plunge in the ſalt water, | 
This month of May. 


The thick expect to be made thin, 

The lean to be made fatter; 5 
And a' by dint of the ſame ſpring, 
Bauch virtue's in the water, 

Now in our day. 


ö Baith high and low, and rich and poor, 
They a' run there at random; 
And childleſs wives, by going there, 
Expect to ſee their grandſons, 
Some diſtant day. 


C073 
The delicate and tender folks, 
Who fit cloſe by the ingle, 
And cannot move without their cloaks; 
For cold, it makes them tremble: 
But let them bathe into the ſea, 
For twenty weeks or more, 
*Twill make them ſtout, inſide and out, 
And live to ſee fourſcore, 


Baith blyth and gay. 


Who'ere has pain, outſide or in, 
A' gather there in cluſters, 
It makes them heal and ſound within, 
And cures their ſkin of bliſters, 
Fu' clean, they ſay. 


The cripple who comes to the ſea, 
And twenty miles walks begging, 
Returning, ſkips with mirth and glee, 

And caſts his wooden leg in, 
And runs * away, 


Poor Willy, he came to the ſea, 
His heart broke with a flirter; 


* The cripple running away only alludes to impoſtors, 


( 38 ) 
For when he hop'd he'd married be, 
His laſs ſhe prov'd a jilter! 
A rock projected o'er the ſea, 
To leap from this he ventur'd, 
Salt water ſtrong kept him from death, 
And a' his heart cemented, 
| Right heal, that day. 


All ye, with broken hearts like Will, 
If to the ſea you'll venture, 
It cures the lovers, one and all, 
Far better than a halter, 


Does ony day. 


There's many a one would fain be there, 
That want a place to dwell in, 

And poeteſſes fain would write, 
That want the gift of ſpelling, 


So keen are they. 


Salt water gives the dumb their tongue, 
Tho' they ſhould nonſenſe clatter, 
And ev'ry one that's auld grows young, 

By bathing in the water, 
So blyth are they. 
Salt water is like Lethe's ſtream, 
Drives care away. 


( 59 ) 


The ſleepy headed folks at hame, 
Who lie in bed till noon, 

And ſeldom to their breakfaſt come, 
Till other folks be done. 

At eight o'clock, that early hour, 


They yawn, and gape, and glowre; 
But ſend them to the ſea to bathe, 
And then they'll rife at four 
For joy, that day. 


I with my friends, lang life and health, 
May a' that's good attend them; 
And ay when they begin to mane, 
May good ſalt water mend them, 
I with and pray. 5 


Forgive a laſs, that lives her lane, 
And can do nothing better, 
Than to divert herſelf at hame, 
By ſending you a letter, 
This very day. 


H 
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XXIV. 


CONSTANCY. 


© PEGGY ! it would break my heart, 
To tell how much it grieves me, 

That far from you I muſt depart, 
For my heart cannot leave you. 


No artful phraſe, no compliment 
Of words for to deceive you; 

I ſpeak the truth comes from the heart, 
I love you molt ſincerely. 


O do not break a ſinking heart, 
That ſcarce can live but near you ! 
But ſmile upon me with your words, 


And let your writing cheer me. 


Should ſeas divide me from my love, 
Or ſhould ſhe frown and grieve me, 
My conſtant mind can ne'er remove, 


For my heart cannot leave you, 


(„ 
Though I baveAail'd to foreign elimes, 
And beauties ſeen might pleas'd me; 
They ne'er could change my conſtant mind, 
Or from my breaſt could reave thee. 


Then do not wed till I come back, 


Take no new love to grieve me; 
But judge the future by the paſt, 
. That my heart cannot leave thee. 


Should thund'ring cannons lay me low, 
While not a friend is near me; 

Il die with you upon my heart, 
For my heart cannot leave thee, 


Some ſay, departed ſpirits love 


The place they once frequented ; 
So whereloe'er you fit or move, 


" Youre with my ſpirit haunted, 


Though often I ſhould bid adieu, 
And go to ſea, believe me, 

Yet (till my heart remains with you, 
And my heart cannot leave thee, 


I 
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